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E BELS |—avaunt th'inglorious name 
To Thoſe who burn with Virtue's flame 
To Heroes, whoſe undaunted ſoul _ 
Spurns haughty Gznoa's rude control, 

And mocks the Tyrant's nod ; 

Uſurper | tis in vain——thy ſway 

True Corage deigns not to obey, 

Or bow beneath the rod, 
True Corage, rous'd by Honor's laws, 
Will periſh—in her Country's cauſe ; 
Her claim, the heav'n-born Rights, which Freedom gave; 


Though worlds againſt her league, ſhe cannot fink a ſlave. 
Ait See | 
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Their fiend Oppreſſion rear' d in vain, 
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See | how ſhe dooms to foul diſgrace 


Mean Impotency's daſtard-race | | 


With curſes, hark ! they drop the chain, 


* 


Drop to the trait rows Gays ! 


- Each gale to BTT AIN wafts her cries; / 


—To thee ſhe heaves Afﬀiiction's fighs ; 
Oh ! hear a Siſter's call 

The Brave diſtreſs'd—thy' fuccor lend! 

Thou ever yet wert Mis'ry's friend; 


*Fis thine to wipe the tear, to lull the moan : 


Oh | fave them from their foes, yes! fave them from thine own, 


Still undifturb'd by Garriia's train 
Might reft the ſea-encircled plain; 
Still, Corsrca, thy barb'rous ſhore 
Might ſmile amid the billows' roar, 
With all an Ifland's pride; 
Of Commerce, and of Toil the ſeat, 
Might view thy unaſpiring fleet 
In Cal vr's harbor ride. 
O' er Vico's wide- expanded grove 


The ſhepherd ſtill might chaunt his love, 
Bleſs d with content, unconſcious of alarms; 
Nor in »— with blood, or mourn the din of arms. 


Mark! 
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Mark | the rude cottage, wildly ſpread 
High on the rock's enormous head | 
Whoſe waſte of horror mates the ſky, 
Nature's Palladium—to defy 
Invaſion's giant- might; 
Where ſocial fires, nocturnal cheer, 
Shine through the vale a ſtarry ſphere, 
—Or meteors' glimm'ring light“. 
Here natives hardy as their ſoil 
Might ply ſecure their daily toil ; 


Blefs'd for unknown the throbs of venal pow'r, 
Unknown the ſweets- that pall Iraiia's luſcious hour, 


Still——but tis thine to feel the dart 

Ambition aims at. BzxiTain's heart: 
For not, alas | thy fleecy train, 

That winds, eluſive of their ſwain, 

The foreſt's craggy maze; 

Not the huge oak's majeſtic ſhade, 
Perhaps old Ocean's joy diſplay d 

| —In future happier days ; 

Not all, thy little kingdom boaſts, 

Could tempt th'intruder to thy coaſts, 


Not Freedom's charms allure—though Garza's ire 
Has ever loath'd the realm, which Freedom's ſmiles inſpi ſpire, 


Pity 
* BoswzLL's Hiſtory of Corſica, p. 29. 
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Pity an injur'd, infant land, 
—Bxrraix, tis thine with folk ring hauck 
To ſwell the buds of Glory, thine 
To bid the treaſur'd' mental mine 
Luxuriant burſt to view; ; 
Congenial radiance marks the State— 
The paths, which gave thee to be great, 
Her vig rous ſteps purſue, 
'Tis Her's to catch the 'patriot flame; 
Hach ſtruggling Tzvcex ſprings to fame, 
And calls thy mountains, Corrs, if Britain ſhield, 
To boaſt a Crtssy's worth, or BLENHEIU's nobler field. 


Why ſheath'd the fword'! what magic charm 
Arreſts the vengeance of thine arm? 
Say, does the ſiren Peace beguile ? 
Still luring with Corruption's ſmile 
Unman the warrior's | heart ? 
Myriads of Pleaſures in her train, 
Say, does ſhe lead thee to the reign 
Of Lux'ry, and of Art ?— 
Her Sybarites oft has BzrTain led, 
Though roſes ſtrew'd their filken bed, 
Through ſtreams of {laughter led them to renown, 


And o'er the myrtle wreath'd the laurel's deathleſs crown. 
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Why ſleep lethargic - cruſn the foe, 
And ward the meditated blow. 
Had Caprz known thy B, pow'r, 
Sunk in the duſt th'embattled tow'r 
Had quell'd the SpANTARD's pride; 
No more had Bouzzon's hydra-race 
(While black Diſhonor veil'd his face) 
A Conqu'ror's arms defy'd. 
Ariſe! whoſe boſom, prone to ſave, 
Wiſh'd not a“ ſubject—for a ſlave; 
Wiſh'd not in arbitrary chains to bend ; | 
—Oh ! bid a realm be free, which / ſtamps thee for a friend. 


Nor deem, where tears from Merit fall; 
Religion deaf to Nature's call ; 
4 The Muſe, who fill'd with ſacred ire, 
To quench th'imperious papal fire, 
Has drawn the censring pen, 
Gives o'er the warrior's Chriſtian ſoul, 
Fair Charity, thy ſtreams to roll; 
Reflect, that they are men 
If errors cloud their wayward mind, 
If tyrant Superſtition blind, 
Not theirs the guilty thought — the blaze of ligit 
Pour on the. cheerleſs gloom, and guide them to the right. 
Guide 


* AMERICA, 


* ry * 


— 


O. O0 R 8 I © X. 
Guide them, where Learning's ſocial hour 
May harmoniſe Retirement's bow'r ; 
To Srarra's rugged. glebe diſpenſe 
The honey'd dews of Eloquence, 
And pour an Arric reign; 
+ Unfold, Philoſophy, thy charms ! 
Oh!] ſooth the iron voice of Arms 
With Reaſon's purer ſtrain ! 
And Thou, with conſecrating breath, 
Hiſt'ry, record their deeds of death ; 
Let Truth proclaim a baffled Gznoa's groan, 
And grace a Claſſic Iſle with BoswzlLs of her own. 


Wrapp'd in a new Lyczun's ſhade 
1 fee the aged Herolay'd |! 
| Prophetic ſee, on eagle wing, 
Sweet Poelſy's enchantments ſpring, 
And tune the fav' rite lore; 
Prophetic liſten to the tale, 
© Ofer ev'ry hill, through ev'ry vale, 
© BELTLONA wakes no more.“ 
Fir'd by the ſoul-exalting theme, 
1 pant to realiſe the dream; 
With flow'rs of Genius deck the Patriot's thought, 
And point the bliſsful ſcene a Paoii has wrought. 


Warrior, 
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Warrior, whoſe heart, averſe to blood, 
Still triumphs in a Nation's Good | 
Stateſman, whoſe frown, with terrors ſpread, 
Rolls thunder on Corruption's head ; 
| Whoſe ſmile is—Virtue's ſhield | 
Sage, who alike with watchful zeal 
Unruffled plan'ſt the Public Weal 
In council, and the field! 
Teach poliſbdd Brrrain—to be free; 
Teach her to think, to act—like Thee; 
Like Thee the ſofter bands of Concord prove, 
And all her gen'rous ſons imbibe their Country's Love. 
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